WOODLEY : Well, the head wasn't exactly ex-
plicit, was he, with all his biblical metaphors. I
gather it was one of the housemaids in Piunketts.

VINING : Yes, the dark-haired one. Doesn't say
much for Riky's taste. Still, beggars can't be
choosers. Plunkett caught them In the pantry.
Piagranie ddiclo ... so to speak.

WOODLEY : How nice for Plunkett.

VINING (risus) : What rot it Is sacking a man for
that.

WOODLEY :  I don't see it.

VINING : Hell. yes. Ruining a chap's whole life
just for the sake of discipline.

MILNER : What do you mean ?

VINING : Why, his pater's on the Army Council.
Deuce of a swell. Riley was going into cavalry.
He can't go now. His whole career absolutely
bust.

AINGER : Serves him right. It'll do the rest of the

school good anyway.

VINING : What do they think we are ... Celibate
monks ? Good Lord, it's human nature, isn't it ?
I was over in France last year ; met a lot of
French fellows. Things are pretty different over
there, I can tell you. Why, practically every boy
has got his petite amie and the thing is recognised
and generally known. If you try to stop it it only
leads to something worse*

AINGER : Rot. We're not all like you, Vining.
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